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General Editor’s 


What are the latest development and produce of poetry in the world? 
Indeed, this is a pressing question for Chinese poets, since only a few 
of them could directly respond to a poem written in a foreign 
language, and in most cases, they have to read renditions of poems to 
gain some insight. Fortunately, quite a number of poetry periodicals 
run columns to introduce and transmit foreign poems via translations 
of them. However, it remains an arduous and almost impossible 
mission to represent the panoramic view of world poetry with only a 
pitiful few translated versions of the selected poems, some of which 
are not “contemporary” at all. 

On this occasion, I felt compelled to give its due honor to 
Rendition of International Poetry, formerly known as The World 
Poets Quarterly, the only multi-language quarterly of modern poems 
translation in the world. Since its first issue released in 1995, the 
periodical has run over 106 issues in nearly 30 years, introducing 
more than 4,000 poets to the readers and offering 11,000 translated 
versions of poems in 200,000 lines of 20 million words. It was 
through the introduction of Dr. Zhang Zhizhong, I personally came 
to know the executive editor-in-chief Dr. Zhang Zhi and the guiding 
principle for him to initiate this quarterly—“eclectic” for his poetry 
selection, therefore he had rallied around him world class poets, 
translators and professors, including Dr. Yu Haitao, Dr. Choi 
Laisheung and Dr. Rosemary C. Wilkinson as the founding fathers 
for this periodical, and later he invited a galaxy of translators as guest 
editors, including Yang Chenhu (Yang Xu), Dr. Zhang Zhizhong, 
Yang Zongze, Madam Cherry, Yin Xiaoyuan, Haifeng Yan (Brent 
Yan), Dr. Tongtian Jianri, Shi Yonghao, Ma Tingting, Ding Liqun and 


Lin Qiao’er. So far, it has translated and published poem collections 
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by poets from over 30 countries and 400 poem selections in more 
than 20 languages, serving as an intersection for international cultural 
exchange by introducing Chinese poems abroad and poems in other 
languages to the Chinese readers as well. Meanwhile, this periodical 
is a launchpad for some Chinese poets to gain international 
recognition and some have won the national literary awards from 
Greece, Brazil, US, Israel, France, India, Italy, Austria, Lebanon, the 
Republic of North Macedonia, Kosovo, Bengal, India, etc. In poem 
selection, Dr. Zhang insists on publishing the most up-to-date poems 
by both renowned and new poets from a wide range of countries and 
regions and the periodical has been especially appreciated for 
promoting new poets. In poem translation, Dr. Zhang Zhi holds 
quality first principle, and most of the translations are done by 
renowned translators—I myself have often been assigned translation 
tasks directly by him. It is for his constant aspiration for the premium- 
quality poems and translations that this quarterly has developed into 
a unique platform for Chinese poets and translators to gain 
knowledge of the latest poem writing trends in the world and to hone 
their translating skills. 

Serving as one of the guest editors, Prof. Haifeng Yan (pen- 
named Muxi Yan in Chinese Pinyin, English name Brent Yan or 
B.O.Y) was born to a family of a profound literary tradition. For the 
influence of his grandfather, a country teacher, at a fairly early age, 
he was exposed to the backbone of Chinese ancient classics, namely 
“the four books and five classics”, which had kindled his lasting 
interest in poetry and learning as a whole. Years later, this bright pupil 
of a scholarly grandfather grew into an upright, vigorous, and 
prodigiously gifted poet and scholar-it is very rare to have these 
shining qualities to be found collectively in one so young. In his 
postgraduate years for a MA degree, he had been trained by the late 
master translator of Chinese Classics, Prof. Wang Rongpei, with 
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whom, he had done a substantial amount of translation and developed 
a serious attitude towards it. In the DA phase, he had followed his 
famous poet translator supervisor Wang Jianzhao to delve deeper into 
the studies of European-American poetry, and American poetry in 
particular. If love of poetry is his “inner beacon”, he is always 
walking in the beam of it. Besides these scholarly influences, he 
draws heavily on life, both on social and natural levels- on the one 
hand, he has shown much interest in social events and try to approach 
them from different aspects and on the other, love of his people and 
land is born in his vein, nourishing him all the while. Till now, he had 
been engaged in traditional Chinese poetry writing for more than 30 
years, and some of his traditional Chinese poems had been published 
in his poem collection A Page of Rill and Hill. He is also good at 
composing new poems, which are collected in Cruel Moon, and some 
single poem creations and translations are occasionally published in 
Poetry Periodical, Jiangnan Poetry Periodical, etc. Over the past 20 
years, he had published 20 poem collections. In 2021, he planned and 
worked as editor-in-chief for an ambitious book series titled Orient- 
Occident Lit Collection(OQOLC), for which—thanks to his 
charismatic leadership—he had gathered the most talented people in 
this field to publish over 20 books in a variety of languages in a dozen 
countries, exerting quite a positive impact on overseas readers. 

On Rendition of International Poetry, Brent has published his 
poem renditions for ten years. In 2021, he thought it was the right 
time to compile these renditions into distinct poem translation 
collections based on themes or genres. After being authorized by the 
editor-in-chief Zhang Zhi, he invited me to be the editor-in-chief for 
his new poetry collection series, with which I gladly complied. 

The translation series is titled BOY Translation of International 
Poetry Series, which will mainly publish poems and translated 
versions done in the past ten years when the periodical was still titled 
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The World Poets Quarterly. Excluding those published after the 
periodical changed its name, the translated works mount to nearly 10 
thousand lines and 100 thousand words in total, if computed 
according to the general rule, that is, every ten lines in a poem is equal 
to 1,000 words. Taken into consideration the great diversity in length 
and form and shift in languages (from English to Chinese and vise 
versa), it is quite an accomplishment for a young scholar, a virtuoso, 
a professional editor and an outstanding poet-translator. What amazes 
me more is that Brent had all the talent, patience and passion to 
translate each line with great proficiency and accuracy, acquired 
through his poetry writing talent and voluminous translation practice. 

However, it is not easy to sort out and edit these poems and 
renditions into 9 books due to their bulky volume, long span over 
time, and diversity in pattern. Fortunately, Brent could attract a dozen 
more editors to work with him. It is indeed a stellar team of scholars, 
ranging from high school to university teachers, bachelors and 
masters of arts. With each responsible for a specific theme and subject, 
these people, with a stunning efficiency, helped to edit and publish 
his books within three months. To best embody Brent’s creativity in 
themes and genres choice, a few poems and translations are allowed 
to be anthologized in different books. It is actually quite a common 
practice in poetry collection editing. 

As for the publishing agent—the American Publishing Inc., it is 
quite a success story in its field, an enterprising agency that endeavors 
to emulate the six traditional publishing giants, led by Random House. 
In 30 years of development, it has made a strong return to book 
publishing with more innovative ideas pertain to the modes of 
publication. Therefore, this series is a trend-setting attempt made by 
the editor-translator, an active step forward, echoing Chinese national 
promotion policies, to meet our needs for cultural transmission, to 
demolish the old and build a new Chinese image and to let our true 
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voice be heard. 

To be an editor-in-chief is a huge responsibility, but it is also my 
honor to witness and supervise the publication of such a ground- 
breaking series, which is not only the fruition of a translator’s ten 
years of hard work, but an encapsulation of world poetry innovations 
in ten years. As far as I know, this is the first translation selection of 
a contemporary middle-aged translator, and it best represents the 
author’s great language proficiency and thorough understanding and 
ease in choice of diction in both SL and TL. The series speaks to the 
proverb, “Like a teacher, like a student”, because it is a sort of “the 
laying on of hands” by a series of master translators, from whom 
Brent has gained a keen perception of poetry and translation. For 
example, Dr. Zhang Zhi, with a global view and broad mind, has 
authorized and encouraged him to publish his translation selection, 
after he had provided him an editor’s platform in his periodical. I 
deem it my great honor to present this series to the reader, in the hope 
that all will be delighted to find a poetic mind as they read through 
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Dr. Li Zhengshuan 
at Hailong Garden 
Translated by Wu Chunxiao 
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Faithiul to a Poetic Heart, Connate with a Rendering Mind 


Poem is untranslatable. 

However, poem is always being translated. 

Chinese poems are untranslatable, and can’t be translated by 
Chinese people. However, Chinese people are always doing the 
translation: they not only translate English poems into Chinese, but 
also translate Chinese poems into foreign languages. From the 1980s, 
the number of people engaged in translating Chinese poems into 
English began to increase in China. And it is gaining stronger impetus 
nowadays. 

According to my childhood memories, there were many domestic 
poetry periodicals at that time, mainly engaged in publishing works 
of Chinese poets; later, they would occasionally publish Chinese 
translations of foreign poems. In the last one or two decades, some 
poetry periodicals began to set up the column of “English Translation 
of Chinese Poems”, which indicated that translation direction of 
poems had changed from one-way to two-way: in addition to Chinese 
translation of English poems, there was also English translation of 
Chinese poems. Chinese translation of English poems is the input of 
foreign poems; while English translation of Chinese poems is output 
of Chinese poems. 

There are many unofficial masters, and there are many good poems 
that are deemed unofficial. English translation of Chinese poems, 
namely the project of promoting the go-out of Chinese poems, has 
been undertaken mostly by the unofficial. I remember a poetic 
monograph I read about seventeen or eighteen years ago, a sentence 
of which made me excited: In order to enable Chinese poems to go 
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out, Chinese poets issued a poetry periodical named The Chinese 
Poetry International. 

I felt so excited because The Chinese Poetry International (which 
was then renamed The World Poets Quarterly before Rendition of 
International Poetry) was just one of the poetry periodicals that I 
partook the translation at that time for each issue. Edited by Dr. Zhang 
Zhi, a poet from Chongqing, from 1995, this poetry quarterly in 
multi-languages has survived for 27 years. I remember that in winter 
of 2004, I got in contact with Dr. Zhang Zhi via e-mail, we “fell in 
love” with each other though not meeting in reality, and from then on 
I started my persevering translation of poems for several decades. 
One day, when I called on Mr. Xu Yuanchong in his home, he said to 
me: “You and Dr. Zhang Zhi have made a very good cooperation!” 
Upon his words, I invited him on behalf of the magazine as art 
consultant to the periodical. I also became inseparable from the then 
World Poets Quarterly, nurturing even deeper love toward it. Later, 
in addition to establishing the periodical, Dr. Zhang Zhi also planned 
The Book Series of the World Poets (Bilingual) and Book Series of 
the Empire Poetry, and published many collections of poems in 
multiple languages in The Earth Culture Press, Ohio, USA. Over 27 
years, Rendition of International Poetry has gathered or cultivated a 
batch of poem translators. Dr. Zhang Zhi the editor-in-chief adhere 
strictly to the principle: the translators of poems must be poets. 

Dr. Yan Haifeng(Brent Yan, B.O.Y) is a poet, translator and scholar 
at the same time, and he has been dedicated to Rendition of 
International Poetry for more than a decade. Now, Dr. Yan makes 
summary and sorting of his translated poems published in the 
previous issues of The World Poets Quarterly, shoulders the planning 
and coordinating tasks, and sets up a compiling team of more than 
ten members, to publish them as BOY Translation of International 
Poetry in the form of collection, serving as a subset of a larger literary 


eee 
Xili 


series i.e. Orient-Occident Lit Collection (OOLC) to which he was 
the general editor, and publish them to the globe via Amazon 
Publishing—I’ m delirious with joy! 

What a coincidence. I have once said to Dr. Zhang Zhi several 
years ago that, our magazine has been existed for many years and has 
published numerous excellent poems from various countries, and it’s 
time to consider publishing select series. Dr. Zhang Zhi agreed gladly, 
but this matter was laid aside due to shortage of funds and other 
obstacles. Now hearing that Dr. Yan is working on this, I feel very 
happy, and although he only selects his own translations, this makes 
a good start indeed. Those who engage in translation have alike mind 
in translation. 

In recent years, when browsing international anthologies of 
poems published by the western world, we can occasionally see 
English translations of Chinese poems, toward which I feel very 
happy. 

Chinese poems are going out. I hope we can— 

always be faithful to a poetic heart. I hope we can 


always be connate with a rendering mind. 


Zhang Zhizhong 
Early in the morning of March 10, 2022 


Songjian Hut, Tianjin 
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RECOMMENDATION 


Translation is the transference of information, viz. a word-for- 
word communication and exchange. While the translation of poems 
is the embrace of a soul and another, after which a new soul is born 
thereupon. Then the new soul starts its own journey, climbing over 
steep slopes and ravines one by one, before arriving at some 
necessary being—the fitting time and location, where it’d sneak 
untraceably into the body of a reader to commence another 
transference like translation. The aforementioned embrace is thus 
reproduced and, in turn, it promotes the inner reforming and 


regrouping of bone and flesh, heart and blood, to forge another soul... 


Wang Jianzhao 
March 18, 2022 


Yuxin Garden, Beijing 
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Metaphor of Time 
[China] Ma Ke 


The sound without expression 

is just like a Chinese hurrying to his dinner 
In the same direction, all the cars 

make for the heaven of orexis 

There is still a mark, left by a fly 

on the surface of the twisted clock 

remain uncleaned 


Could I just fulfill my desire to choose 

or be motivated by the habits of the public 

to drink up the old wine of history 

My great gift moves forward in the direction of history 
Should I just sit down and let the time reflect quietly 

the vicissitudes of empires and seclusion of those who lose 


Those stray rabbits 

who have been running for a good while 

Have they found their home 

I remember that they started thirty years ago 

To the old man playing our familiar love tune in the street 
I give one yuan as property 

to redeem our own conscience and dignity 
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My long-departed father lived by cultivation 


Ss 


~ 


He prepared a mass of hay 

without signing his name 

and recorded history either 

for the sake of cattle and rabbits 

for the sake of the immortal wheel of life 


The sighs are running on the hay 
like they have for the moment found a home to rest in 


It can’t be that I was bewitched to reside 

in this human world. I am in the fire trying best 

as I can not to walk out of the burning atmosphere 
and enjoying the flavor of being grilled by time 
because time is not abundant 

Time is not abundant 

not adequate to pay the immortal passion 
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Heading for the Darkness 
[China] Ma Ke 


The embryo of Genesis 

I long much for the massiness for fear that if it is light 

I would be easily lost in this world 

or blown away by some tepid sharp sentences 

Then I would need to fritter 

to wear through the callus of our fathers 

the poetic sentiment and provender stolen all away in the urn 


of courtesy 


I long much for the massiness 

That roaming darkness in ancient times 

the graveyard seated steadily 

waiting patiently for the idol to cool down 

The endless emptiness is enjoyed alone 

The vastness before being pecked and axed is enjoyed alone 


The black purity 

returns to me like the bed mother made for me 
Life is not the only way to live 

At the entrance to the darkness 

Iam on my way to return 
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The Death Maid walks toward me 

with a full basket of wild chrysanthemum 

calling me to go to the land of poetry to write peacefully 
The lingering scent of my first love 

still remain in her gentle hands 

The handful of shy earth 

hasn’t yet learnt how to praise loudly 


The glorious blaze 
lights my forehead 
I am already very skilled in life 


Let’s start, start to learn about death from today 
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I Saw the Mountain Morning 
[China] Lin Zhiyun 


ws 
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With their wings the bats carried away the darkness 
While the other birds bring the morning holding in the beak 


The dormer to the bedroom is unclosed 

And the morning falls 

A country woman opens 

The delicate white gauze 

And the dust in the corners is swept back to yesterday 


A faint sound carries from afar 
Hopping on the stones by the creek and the fence 


A moment like this is what I would commit to memory 
The bird song falls from a height 

Dripping into small fruit 

A morning and tide like this 

Send off the southern nights wave by wave 

In the watercourse of early summer 
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Returning Late 
[China] Chen Ming 


By the entrance in the rain 

I shoulder a scatter of laurel flowers 
coughing out a frazzle 

Returning late is the flying clamorous yellow 


At the grand building-site 

the shovel of farmer digs out the fireflies 
The buried theme 

occupies the earth in the wind 


A glance 

penetrates into the flash of cold along the road 
The cloth of a shoal of fish 

plots a piece of dream with the washer 


In the shop for Infant, call my name 
at the check-out 
and go to bargain with the red-lipped bracket 


I am to prepare the diapers for my eternity 


(REF (tHHAGSA ) ASB 61 HA) 
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Forgetiul Winter 
[China] Chen Ming 


The handle of the door 

transplants a stone to be in line with the birds 
The memory of the dark night 

bursts in the balcony in the air 

waiting also for me to apply for a flying visa 


The poem knots 

The prints left by an owl blundering into the snowfield 
Here Heaven carries a stretcher 

having fried a house 

to set a cartoon on fire 


The stream of the firefighters 

A trouser leg lands and rescued to life 
On the border of the patched jungle 
Upon my head, monkeys doing rehearsal 
Hurriedly I tie my shoelace 

holding the compass in the empty nest 
making out the way back home 
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Nostaigia 
[Singapore] Shi Ying 


A sojourn in another country far away from home 
Gives rise to a secret nostalgic longing 

Only after a short period of time passed 

The nostalgia is just like the silk of thousand threads 
Pulling my heart and soul back to the distant Lion city 
Which is my homeland 

Where I was born and raised 

Everytime when I think of this 

The nostalgic yearning would surge 

And lap the bank of my heart again and again 
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Simple Scene 
[China] Gu Pin 


When you are departing the dark ocean in the wind 

for the leniency of the time, even the bones of the squid 
would become a duteous reader, the deserted barge 

is awake on the bed of spoondrift, while the radian of the 
storm is big enough to smash the voyage 

At this momentwith nobody to speak to, I desire desperately 
to hold firmly the direction on my own. 

However, the memory turns the fine fact into sacrifice. 


The tide velocity has nothing to do with the flying grounding 
Numerous weird birds set up their nests 

Profoundly deep down in the ocean, to marry the stars with 
quietude. Their yell is dimmer than fate 

Who lighted the headlight 

allowing time to detain the fishing light 

There would be yearn wrapped in the thick rope, inch by inch 
I dare not to be old, to be lonely 

Though my zest is wearing away 

I will never be weary of the ocean 
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Shame 
[China] Tu Ao 


Ahead I walk 
Running face to face into a dog 


The closer our lengthwise distance between us 
The remoter our crosswise distance 


Passing by him 
I glanced back at the dog 


Who happened to glance back at me 
Making our eyes contact 


One contact, only one contact 
Was made before withdrawal 
Then we continued tramp ahead 
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Evening of Dallas 
[China] Wuxinhuiyan 


Paint some fire 
and write the light azure 


Road lamps display symbolic light 
The body radiates holy kindness 


The mermaids sing an ancient lyric 
drink tea, eat or taste a tint of Zen 


The branches and twigs 
continue to swag countless tentacles 
weaving the natural brightness and darkness 


Time to go back 
It is late, dark 
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Comet 
[China] Li Shangchao 


Comet flies in the heaven with his tail long behind 
For no other reason but for amusing 
And just for our joy and innocence 


Also for amazing us and our dreams 

He is sleeping actually but is awake in appearance 
We look at him for a while, and then stop 

But still Comet flies, and when we fall into sleep 
He flies, only in another place 


Which does not contradict the fact that we are asleep 
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Riddles in Life 
[China] Wang Mengren 


Twilight. I approach the riverbank, 

to find the moon hiding behind the clouds. 

Her light, so bleak. Before my eyes is 

the dark of darkness in which I am lost 

No sound. Except 

the whispers of two lone birds standing on the treetop. 


All of a sudden, I see 

a straw shed, glimmering. 

It is not all visional in a dream, it appears. 
Around the shed I linger 

praying in silence, 

sighing in wonder. 

How much I’d like to sing a pastoral 

to let the swan geese flying southward 

to tell the riddles 

in life... 
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Pupil in the Rain 
[China] Xue Wu 


Stepping on the ground wet 
is like keeping two naughty kitties 


Sticky 
From head to foot 


No shaking off the mist and mizzle 
in the South of Changjiang River 
Soft stories whisper in the ear 


It is looking at me and you just like this 
From the deep azure skies 
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Resistance of the Night 
[China] Wang Changzheng 


There are many of the kind 

Changing warm love into cold blue light 

In a cave so silent like a grave 

The long-distance call in deep night 

is a warm sleeping bag 

Which would always be filled with chatter 

All kinds of social software in this tech-age are but 
Noisy and illusory islands 

Where souls loiter and look for lodging 

There they reside, quarrel and clamor 

Enjoying the last pleasant sensation 

of the anonymous age 

When clouds disappear and fog disperses 

The corns in late autumn will have to bear 

The moldy and rotten memory on wasteland after harvest 
Or they will, out of the yearning for spring 

Fall to the ground when birds slant their wings 
And become a green sprout 

that goes on with the struggling 
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one 
Anging, Anging 

[China] Di Bai 

This moment 

You are a lad of An Qing 


You are a lad from the north 

One day 

You will be a man of An Qing 

You will be a man from the north 
Who would give me 

A spring leaf of An Qing 

You give me a snowflake of the north 
A leaf of spring 

I would memorize the sky of An Qing 
A snowflake 

No longer forget the land of the north 
Where the spring leaf may have sprouted 
And the snowflake already melt 

All in the long rive of mine 
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A Green Train to Autumn 


~s 


_~ 


[China] Tan Feng 


This is a green train 
Is it green? Sure it is 
It is a lush and live green 


With a green dream I get on it 
Expecting it to head for spring green 
On it, however 

While I am on it 

Isee yellow leaves 

T run into autumn wind 

Ahead of me is a pool of dead water 
On which float fish with white belly 
What I run into is dusk—an encounter 
between the dusk and a full moon 
—a lost 

—a death 

—a departure 


Am Ion a green train? 
How come I am reaching autumn 
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To Hai Zi 
[China] Chen Runyan 


The child of black night bleeds black 
While his trouser legs are stained with black mud 
He loves dusk, void and death 


Ten fingertips, ten drops of sea water 

The salty tears on my lips 

are the remains of your soul 

What my opening arms aim to embrace 

is the ocean in your eyes 

I yearn for somewhere to nestle in the mundaneness 
In my ego I seek extreme freedom from solitude 
I can not face my body anymore 

Neither do I intend to recall the memories 

of sinking into mire 

I am the child of black night, land and ocean 
same as you 


Rolling mud is an invisible chopper 
I want it to be splashed by sea water 
Life is the sharp awl of a lonely soul 


I want it to ascend and descend true cliff 
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Anthem 
[China] Zhu Likun 


A citron 

that pierces 

my throat 

continues its breath 

in place of my 

ruined body 

upon which 

there is a flock of sleeping culvers 
magnifying the singing loneliness of tonight 


Love and pain 
are just the stars in the distant darkness 
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Elapse 
[China] Zhu Likun 


On the bank of a stream in Qufu, Shandong 
The 100th grandson of Confucius 

passes quickly the brook 

that has been bathing for two thousand years 
in the sun and blood 

sighing softly: 

How time elapses like the flow 


My heart too is sighing softly 
Give the day a big bowl of night’s marrow 
Give the night a small cup of day’s blood 
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Dark Light 
[China] Wei Pengzhan 


This is a dark world 

Where I seek for the dark forward road 
With dark light 

And the dark hand cannot cease 

I fear most in the dark and dank hole 
The darkness without any voice 

This is a world devoid of the need for a clock 
But I know the invisible time 

The echo of that cough 

Tells me to take my medicine 

So with the dark light 

I seek for the little colorless pill 
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Back to... 
[China] Yang Xiaomeng 


The sky stretches far 

As though it is the children’s fancy 

Or that flat which had been dwelt in years ago 
All are growing with words and terms 

The eyes that are not skilled in memory 

Brim over with gold 


Light, however, is a thick wall 
Like all the real walls 
It is natural, safe and indisputable 


Lying down there, you are like a flower 
We sense a funeral out of this 

And something is blossoming 

You would ask if you wake up— 

Who is that 
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Birthday 
[China] Wang Aihong 


I said I’d give you flowers, yet I didn’t 

I said I’d have noodle with you, yet I didn’t 
And eating noodles is a custom 

I didn’t either celebrate on your birthday 
Which has passed for days 

Before I realize it today 

We just smile it away 

You don’t blame on me 

I neither apologize for it 
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Dreaming 
[China] Wang Dexi 


In the broken mirror forth burst the candle lights 
Those cooking smoke, cow mooing, dog barking 
frog croaking, wild goose singing 

And reed and mulberry and wind and rain and reading 
Are carefully picked up 

Some of the broken pieces with reflective images 
cut my hand yet 

I still collect them and piece them together 

And let my vacant eyes shed innocent tears 

No! This is my dreaming of the dew 

and the testimony of homeland 

In the blank and misty love 


Take the heart as realm, medicine as testimony, 
history as a mirror 

Love in pain, just like 

I had never abandoned God 

The mountains and rivers brimming with flowers 
Are counting themselves petal after petal 

With which I make them each a home 

Tonight, I am bitten by the moon yet again 
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Hum and Raise the Silkworm 
[China] Li Meikun 


Do you remember in those years 

the ballad mother hummed by a winnowing fan 
after plucking the mulberry 

leaves with you on her back 


Do you remember your snivel 
the straw bits on the black braids of mother 
and the pinwheel twirling in your hands 


Do you remember in the oil lamp light 
at midnight mother glanced at the silkworm 
and went on with her sewing... 


Do you remember the silkworms 
It seemed that they'd never be fed up 
and inch by inch they gnaw away mother’s life 
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Fragment in the Night 
[China] B.O.Y 


The dark night is indeed the king of time and space 
Which are all submerged in it 

Without slightest direction 

This is when I start to realize 

You are the most shining star 

Falling, sinking into my boundless obsession 
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Time 
[USA] Xu Yingcai 


Time-tempered 
Therefore 

Like a flint 

Hard and intelligent 
The more struck 


The more it 
Sparks 
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Secret 
[China] Zuo You 


Those dead people 
they actually are still alive secretly 


Ever since I knew their names 
they had been following me 


Long before daybreak, I saw them 
So [hurried up, finding happily so many stars flying 


and changing into matches 


They strike matches one after another 
The cigarettes burning casually on the tree 


They talked a few words with me and then vanished away 
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Fate 
[China] Zuo You 


I dug a pit. [had been digging it for a while 
Then I looked at it 

and filled it again. No one knows 

what I buried for my fate 
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What Word will Appear 
[China] An Qi 


What word will appear tomorrow 

What kind of love will appear tomorrow 

When my love passes by tomorrow, 

what kind of clouds and bashfulness will appear in the sky 
Tomorrow, out of my mouththat appropriate word will be 
spoken. I will enounce that word tomorrow 

and my love tomorrow will become gloomy 

which, however, is what I am expecting 

I will hide my love tomorrow in my gloom 

allowing no unwanted people to see 

Tomorrow my love will put on my body 

we will say it together. But what you hear 

is just your stretched ears 
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The Moonlight of Tonight 
[China] Lin Zhiyun 


Today is an ancient day 

Tonight snow-white beard comes out from the sky 
when in the evening 

there’d be only Li Bai and Su Shi 

singing at a high place not visible to man 

Their wine flows over the cup 

moistening the eyes of the itinerants 


The usually light moonshine 

walks heavily tonight 

on the roof of childhood home 

Mama is getting up from dream, muttering 
and throwing a coat over my distant heart 
to keep me warm 


Outside the window 

are the white feathers of the moon 
All the rivers of tonight 

are flowing in the direction of home 
and countless trains of nostalgia 
jam up the road to the moon 
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The Wind of Time 
[China] Cao Youyun 
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The wind of time 

Comes from a mysterious distance 
Cutting off my hairs 

Loosening my teeth 

Dimming my eyes 

Drying up my skin, blood and bones 
Before 

Going through the hall 

To a farther distance 
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Everyday Pain 


[Poland] Sebastian Nowak 


Day by day 

I can hear 

only one scream 
in my old head: 


Move your life! 
Move your brain! 
Don’t be lazy! 
Don’t be crazy! 


Please, leave me alone 

on the path near my end 

I haven’t got normal, red blood 
only water 

only dry water 
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Paiting 


[Poland] Sebastian Nowak 


Look at my world 
black and white colours 
paint my soul 

using fresh rainbow 
and drop of water 

from God’s eye 
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And When Pm Lonely 


[Tunisia] Sassi Fathi 


And when I’m lonely 

I open at the poem’s door thousand of windows, 
And make my shadow on the outstanding mirrors, 
in the eyelid of a mysterious wave. 

With a smile valid for life, 

because the dominant worry of the breed 

flirts with me, 


to establish the dream’s law in the forgotten streets. 
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Layer by Layer 
[Austria] Kurt F. Svatek 


You’re peeling an onion layer by layer, 
But it still stays the same 

All the way through. 

With the onion it’s so much less difficult 
Than it is with people. 


There’s no use 

In ridding yourself little by little 
Of all the unnecessary sentences, 
Of all the unnecessary words, 
Of all unnecessary thoughts. 


There’s no use 

In composing a new symphony, 
Painting a picture, writing poetry 
Or freeing a great sculpture 


From the block of stone in which it’s held captive. 


And in even staying calm 
In the face of the assailant. 
For not to forget, 

We’re all Cain’s, 

Not Abel’s descent. 


= 


—-EBX-B 
[RHA] EA PILAR 


_ 


Ui— Fa — Fe HOR a 
BR PA 
EEE AD TEE 

HA EER Deal 20 RIP A 
SbREIA EMA BI 


AN BEEN SE 
7 VASE Siriaas 
AN) BEER HUE 
KARAM RRA ACA FA 


Br bg — HE 3 Me HE 

fel, “Ee 

BNE — BE SR GP EE JER AY) 
FEA RE RAR TANIA XM 


BM (8 TH ATRIA 

tH REE AE A 
AANA 2 ts th —— 
FATE AKA 

Th AN 2 IB A Je 


072 


( 073 
r 


The Cradle-Song 
[Poland] Jerzy Grupinski 


Sleep 

when the throb of the city 
deafens the wind 

and chestnuts beat dully 
into a skeleton of a mole 
under the asphalt ground 
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Flowing Hair 


[Slovakia] Karoly Fellinger 


Christmas approaches slowly by sleigh, 
I got a kink in my hair while sleeping, 
then I crept in stealthily among 

the disheveled lines, reading 

our sole daily paper, in which 

the small kid wearing large boots 

is already outside of the fence, he received 
good and bad, he was born out of 

fear, just like the redeeming memory 
and as I noticed our well-known 
politician in the paper, I forgot 

the dream that I had had, 

and whether it was good or bad. 
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Parnassus 


[Slovakia] Karoly Fellinger 


My primary school deskmate lies out there, 
in the cemetery, the poor fellow, homeless 
even in his grave, my high school deskmate, 
a thriving monumental mason measures me 
with his eyes at our thirty-year 

class reunion, meanwhile, death turns out 

to be biased, idle, he knows the meaning 

of life, so he sponges on the past biting 

its own tail, as does the present 

on unspoken words. 
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Hushed 


[Belgium] Dominique Hecq 


Light pours down 

the unrelenting sky 

to earth ribbed and ridged 
with the tough stroke 

of Drysdale’s brush 


I track down words 

for hues and shades in books 
envy the skill of artist-explorers 
who forged new ways of seeing 


The cries of crows fall 


Through blues onto rusty ochres 
pulsing with dust ravens 


This place stills my tongue 
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I Wanted to be a Sun 
[Ukaraine] Vira Shulgan 


I wanted to be a Sun 

But there’s no sun at night 
That’s why I decided to run 
And follow the evening light 
I wanted to be a Moon 

But life then would be too short 
And I changed my mind soon 
Decided to be a spot 

I wanted to be a Sea 

To visit a beautiful beach 

To feel its beauty and see 
That Poor is richer than Rich 
I wanted to be a Tree 
Enjoying the kisses of rain 
And listen the melody 

Of nearby passing train 

I wanted to be a Stone 

To feel the embraces of wind 
To be a number of phone 

Of someone who isn’t ‘hind’ 
I wanted to be a Kiss 

A passion one, you know 

In such case lovers would miss 
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The way they wanted to go 

I wanted to be a Star 

But then I would be alone 

“Cause Sky from the Earth is too far 
I would be the same cold stone 

I wished a lot me to be 

But changes wouldn't change me 
So why do I make tries to lie? 

If being none I'll definitely die... 
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His and Hers 
[USA] Nancy Cavers Dougherty 


Tin baths 
one steamed to stars 


one cooled to Mars 


twinned 
as olive-branched grins 


handheld silence 


moon rising 
Great Owl hoot 


scoop of etched 
wing reflects 


a cusp of leaf 


tender as a plaid 
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Full Moon 
[USA] Kaye Voigt Abikhaled 


mirror moon 
shard sharp 


sleepless nights three 
Peer Gynt’s asylum 


grey haunts invoking 


I nudge inmates 
in tight circle dance 
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Location 


[Germany] Nora Bossong 


We live in a city without a river, there are 
Borders here made only of wind 

Or rainshowers. At night 

This frightens my sister, but in our house 
There is no weeping, perhaps 

It would help her, perhaps it would drive her 
Over the edge. It is frosty 

In her voice. If distances could be descridbed 
Without rivers, at least the ideas 

Would be sustainable: No one 

Comes near our house and we haven’t 

Seen our parents for years. 

But there is no rest, this city is 

Like remaindered snow in March. Only the wind, 
which drives the rain into its shape, 

hints at a city limit. Our house remains 
locked in ice and vanished. 
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This Morning 


[Brazil] lrenice Martins 


I woke up with my love by my side. 
I felt a delight 


Your breath 
the scent of herbs 
invading my window. 


With body on fire 

I was taken by his arms 
when the sun 

was burning in 

the crack of the door. 


Delicia be loved 
in the early hours 
day. 
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The Dead of Sirens 
[Russia] Katya Ganeshi 


Over the world of the dead of Sirens 

The dragonfly are hovered with passion — 
And the Minotaur, having left captivity, 

He is fine: neither is the good, nor is the evil. 


Over the world of the dead of Sirens 
The thread of Ariadne are twinkled — 
The light and the pitiful decay 
Already it is impossible to connect. 


Over the world of the dead of Sirens 

A Life won’t tie up more a knot: 

And the Monster damned — is blessed, 
And on his face — a tear. 
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The Last Soldier 


[Romania] Dragos Barbu 


There’s burning the air and the bullets whistle 
hundreds of shells gage the death... 
there’s fire, tumult and cold 

in the no man’s land. 

And the last soldier 

bearing the jungle’s green moss 
with mud on his temples 

and lightning under eyelids 
approaches. 

And he will always pass 

into another realm 

beyond the razor wire 

of this world 

carrying the slag 

of all the useless victories. 

But however 

we will hear the echo 

of his words: 

“Nothing is over”! 
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Nourishment of the Soul 


[Brazil] Wilson de Oliveira Jasa 


Poetry is the nourishment of the soul 

which flows from the heart with emotion 

it has beauty and enchantment as well as magic 
and makes us to live with inspiration. 


It is the nourishment of the soul which irradiates, 
and feeds the thirsty of passion 

and makes it stronger night and day 

supporting the being with amplitude. 


We can live verse by verse, 
in harmony and peace with the Universe 
and feel the pleasure of selected love. 


Love Poetry has noble value 
it is the strength of the Poet’s soul 
which feeds the body and the soul completely. 
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Idol 


[Russia] Lara Ayvazyan 


Why do I think of you, 

After all, you do not know me. 
You are an episode in my life, 

To flesh so bright, you will disappear! 
Destiny is a decent benchmark, 
And you will be heard by crowd, 
Talent shines like a sapphire 

Not brilliant, but powerful. 

You are celestial, you are the hero, 
Who knows honor and glory, 

My knight, my unloved, 

I will not be your fun! 

And yet, here is a flight! 

You become more open, 

And if the soul still sings, 

T exist, I live! 
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Odyssey 


[Armenia] Eduard Harents 


We ate poetry, 

smoked silence 

with a cup of coffee, 

we got away from death 
chewing colors, 

but still we are gazing 
at the word... 
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The Problem 
[Cyprus] Rubi Andredakis 


The easy solution would be, 
To flee! 

To avoid confrontation 
Easy relaxation! 


The hard solution would be 
To stay and buzz like a bee; 
To insist, 

And persist. 


To hold your moral principles tight, 
To decide, before the plight 
Upon Life, 


To offer with love some joy, - this is not a strife-... 


The performance upon stage will end, 
The ice will melt, and 

Only the echo will remain behind, 
Just to chase your spirit and mind! 
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Deathday 


[Nigeria] Uzor Maxim Uzoatu 


Before Genesis and the kiss of genius 
On the cretin of creation, 

I died a chequered death 

In the bewitching womb 

Of the country of the tomb, 

Home of wounds and wakes 

And the nightmares between, 
Foretold in elegy of folk memory 
And the mirage of image 

By the oracle of Agama at Okorokoro 
Bearing iconic mementos 

Of stillbirth and cot death 

Across the ghastly waste 

Of a desolate homeland. 
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A Dance of Bullets 
[Saudi Arabia] Raed Anis Al-Jishi 


If out of passion I strained my heart, 
it doesn’t matter. 

You crossed each alley 

of my inner streets - 

mirrored the dream 

running through my veins, 

and from my garden, plucked, 

the love grown 

from a pear tree. 


If I offer you roses 

distilled from my blood 

and if, in your honor 

I play the anthem of salvation 
with my heart’s beats, 

it doesn’t matter. 


Home, 

it doesn’t matter. 

It doesn’t matter if 

all you could offer me is 
a dance of bullets. 
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A Lobster 
[Turkey] Emre Sahinler 


My languages departs heavily from now on 

because the summer has not crossed over my back instead of 
the mules heavily burdened 

I recognized all while passing through Babylon 

my hands did not touch the dead swallows stuck in my tongue 
I passed through the solitude of rivers 

a live lobster wrapped the whole fever of my youth 

when I seduced the city with the brass band sounds 

scarlet pains in my forehead 

echoes of bombing ready to set the sky on fire.. 

my ravens have declared their independence 

welcome! 

this is the republic of skinny states... 
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Illusions 


[Greece] Dimitris P. Kraniotis 


Noiseless wrinkles 

on our forehead 

the frontiers of history, 
shed oblique glances 
at Homer’s verses. 
Illusions 

full of guilt 

redeem 

wounded whispers 

that became echoes 

in lighted caves 

of the fools and the innocent 
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Ideals 


[Greece] Dimitris P. Kraniotis 


Snow-covered mountains, 
ancient monuments, 

a north wind that nods to us, 
a thought that flows, 

images imbued 

with hymns of history, 
words on signs 

with ideals of geometry 


[7s he] ECR EMT ° ge te bil aie Or 


eal 

rapa 

TEL TPR KAS 
BAR FAA 


BORE 
FE BE SEAS Ame 
HFA 


326 Tr J L ny A SLA 
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Paradox Is Life 
[India] N V Subbaraman 


PARADOX thy name sure is LIFE 
Intelligence as sharp as knife 

Yet, knows not what is right and wrong 
Prejudices are high and strong! 

Music so dear to her heart 

Turns to be a head ache of sort 
Sweetness she likes becomes sour 
Scent of jasmine the great flower 
Which she loves and wears a plenty 
Repulses her - a great pity! 

Friends from childhood turn bitter foes 
Become friends again ending woes! 
Paradox thy name sure is life 

To be freed indeed will be fine! 


NY 
FBME 


[EDI NV Pee 


AVG, LADD WOME” 
URS hs VLA AO TIE 
EUAN RIA AR Al IE 
PARES Ain DLE ZA HE 

ta JER AE UE AN 2 HB AR FR 
EUS AI EEL IR 

x SAH SR TE UR RA 
FB A AAD KY Hi 6 AB 7K 
ee Wt ie AY 8 

Wht, SEC EARAY 
J LENT FY SF AZ OH AL 

Fe SEHR AE BUT 

A A YG, 1 A AE 
eee UH EE | 


As Still As A Broom 
[USA] Stanley H. Barkan 


Love as still as a broom 
leaning against a fireplace. 


All the carpets swept, 
all the ashes grated. 


And the candles burned 
down to the black wires. 


And the windows frosted 
starless, moonless. 


No shoes under the bed, 
no towel on the floor. 


Only the crease in the pillow 
and a smell I can’t remember. 


— 


Be ON ae 
[Se] sa Fl] - EK 


SUN Ty, MAT IP 
Big, 2A 
HE TEIK, Mees eS 
fi AR, FB A it 
PRAIGHE, SIC 7H 
Pata, MUA 


ORIEL (HANA) S58 80 HA) 
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At the Time Barrier 
[Italy] Anna Ceruti 


One day at the time barrier 

we'll be drawn out of darkness. 
Up there, spiral of galaxies 
move with a rock beat 

someone makes music 

with the breath of millions of mouths 
in heaven is played 

your magic guitar, Bob. 

At last we’ll possess light 

we'll float in the seas of universe 
without distress 

in the harmony of skies. 


ye 


NY 
Bet 1a Rel 


[ak AA] ZEUIR ° SESE 


AA—K, FER TERRY 
BRA aS 2 he FR Hs 
FEAR FR, GRIT AMR Tie 

DA TR YT TA ee 
IBA fa Fa EPP 
FRM EAB I 5 5K 
Fa A a 

CRA EME, se 
Ba EAN TIE 5 AIG 

PUN SE BARA 

Die FFE 
Fst 2s — WT a 


(RIE (HL RISA ) AS8 85 HA) 
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The Death of a Star 
[Italy] Anna Ceruti 


Nobody pours human tears 
for the death of a star 

her two thousand sisters 
spread a rumor in the sky 
with more frequent beams 
then they attend 

a funeral of light. 

Only the Poet, unique heir 
of the court astronomers 
sees that one star is missing 
he regrets, he feels more alone. 
But the sky has a dream 
and converts His mourning 
into a handful of dust. 


NY 
Ag 


[ak AA] ZEUIR ° EE 


TEVA FSB AY BA 
(GEE Het AYE 7K 

db A PP ok 

BOA it a TBA 

PR Ja UE 

FEMI FEAL 

RAwWA, ABME—AY 
FIER FAR AR 
AS Lf FE A a 
AADAC, JB EAL BE 
(HEA 
FRAC Te ADR te ALE 
BIR He 


ORR (HANSA) 58 85 HA) 


From This Desk 


[Israel] Helen Bar-Lev 


From the desk at which I sit 
and bring beauty 

through these hands, 

this brush, 

onto the paper 

into the world, 

the corner of my eye 
observes the wind 

flipflop a tablecloth 


on the other side of my heart, 
a friend whose son is dying, 
a poet who had a breakdown 
during army duty, 

another who has just had 

a difficult diagnosis 


in my painting, human-free, 
the North abloom, 


mountains regal in the background, 


pine trees and peace, 
sky blue with optimism, 
ground green with eternity 


Ne 


RTH 
[LAUT HEIE + ELIZ 


FER KARE 
IRN IAF 
AIR CE 
Ee Fl ARE 
“er BMF 
FR ATER A 
SUL ZEENT 
TR AB 


Tf ZEB EY A 
Fe —-SHAR, AE 
Fil—~S TEAR REA 
Ch Rs NB 

WA AAR 

MELA BZ 


FRA HH, BoA AN baa 
Ab Fa a4 Be Ti 

AF LL SUR CE Ae 7 
BAP AN it 

A 20 fa hs is BA 
AS a eS 


on the radio 
a six-year-old Mozart 
is wooing my heart 


whom do I fool? 

a world in pain 

paradise so close to a hostile border 
that, if you listen, you will surely hear 
the mortar shells falling 


am I permitted the peace 
which creativity gives 
yet compassion prevents? 


I sign the painting 
a month in the making 
and hurt for the world 


= 


Wee ALE 
ANN & ED AR tH BE 
TE EAR At 


Bue se J VEWE ? 
AN aR Ter AD TL FR 
AES HL FP THE GEL 
AMPA, Manne HEMT BI 
Kea RY AY KE Me 


Fase EVE FS Bl AF 
Ea Bi ee Hy Firat 
ESC BOS A 


FTE WB ER aK 
ERS A ILE 
TE FRAN ES 


(EEE (HAUSA) ASS 72 BA) 
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Would That I Were Plumeria 
[Pakistan] Naina Adil 


Would that I were plumeria, 

A flower clean and spotless, 

In the day would bask in the sun, 

At night ply with beams of the moon. 

I would have neither religion, 

Nor tongue, nor sect, nor customs, 

Would that I were not from descendants, 

Of Cain: the conspirators against lands 

Waters and airs, they are polluters of minds. 
Would that I were a gift for the untainted eyes, 
Free of chauvinism, patriotism and prejudice, 
Being crown of the creation, 

Instead of becoming a cause 

Of turmoil on the gorgeous planet, 

Would that I were an innocuous plumeria, 

The creation which enriches beauty of the world, 
Imparts happiness, satisfaction, sparkle, 

And inscribing a poem on the palm of breeze 
Vanishes away forever from the world. 


~~ Yo 
SMR ET 


[SEAR Ay + (iy id 7K 


2 Fs Be AE 

— 2 BE CHS Sl ei 
FAK HY DAZE ADAP BPG 

Bi FA EEL CAR 

EH WBA aR Be 1 
WAMRA. tS PALS 

BF BRA EZ BAY Fh Je tt 
ABABA. AURA ZEA 
NYS EAT DA tH 

24s BERGE 4L Sa ERE 
BAW SE, BCA ATS HY 2 Alt 
BOA EAA tii TL. JR AL BND A 4 red 
Tig AS ll ee 3 | AEA Ye Tel AL 
WIR SSE AI HER 

2 Ais BBM Ee ATI AY AEF 
BY PALE ME FP EN SE 
feihAe ta, WMI A 

Ff BAY DAE UES Pt EZ — Ee ee 
LEE AAR MEL FR AK AI 
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im fe iD 


POSTSCRIPT 


Hin iep Mabe re AI ETP METS ER 


FE Fe EDN E a AN RUE He IKE TIL, TERE 


EFPIA re EARS PASH RR 


KA 


PA EAB BAF CTA ADR) COLES 1 OD, FUMIE AE 


Gl, MILT HER RMP ES 30 8, ER THIS Bit 


AEF Wed Ta] PAE air HE BS 


“DTH” ee ar REE. THE SOR, ACBOC EE 


Xf REACED AY TARP SUB e. PE: “Mea, AE 


BL.” INP ARETE DARTS MS» PEER ARS AT 
Wid, FERRER, — JANES o THAN Ti) te PAT PR Ae, 
FE AE in 28 Se Pas as EY UA ae LUT ee» BOHRA RAE, 
Be BER i EACH AAC. PY Te) A Nan a PS RE, IK 
PE ie PETE REE RR SEE: EAE OO Erba FY Ti) 
‘5M. WA SidiZ. Ta GAR ae, WAR ee SR bed ZAP ARK 


AM AWE 


He Ex 


FEES ATE SEIS RE, VE AS er EIN ERB FR 
Hee ee ASS Ww) A TS» FOE HE a BE HSC ERE CI AS o RAM 


DUA & Bl ig awe eA, eR eS tt 


Dit sC A) TE 0 SL Ui EA) SASF Se a FE IOC BRAS DR 


IS, HARE TER He 


DEBE ZS, FRBISE PIN Te] SAE a 
Ja, WATS eae SUR Tat SWF 


LAY 
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